ND that's how I came to
be born in a manger!”
Bobbert concluded.

The baby nodded, her
mouth a comprehending bud, her eyes
big with interest.

“Nuv’ ’tory! Tell Babe nuv' 'tory!™
ehe demanded.

“So then the wise men came. They
were shepherds. They came with their
flocks by night—"

“Huh?”

“Flocks by night, I say. It was
something they had. They brought me
some Frank's incense—"

“Unka F'ank! Goo-ood Unka Fank!™

“Will you keep still? It wasn’'t that
Frank.”

“Warum nicht?” inquired the baby, |

with a startling intelligibility. Her
German, for some reason best known
to herself, was as distinct ags her Eng-
lish was garbled.

‘Because it isn’'t, silly. Uncle Frank
fsn't a wise man—he's a p'fessor in
college. And they brought me—"

“Look lLiere, Bobbert, what on earth
are you talking about?”

“T'm telling her all abcut Christmas,
Uncle Frank.” Bobbert removed the
corner of the rug from the
mouth and handed her her silk rag

doll. “Minna said to use her, and |
r I was tell- |

I was. About the
ing—'r

“So I heard. But why do you cast |

it in that form precisely? You €,
¥ou weren't born in one, and—and—er
—you really oughtn't to talk that way,
don’t you know?”

“Why wasn't I?”

‘Because youw weren't.,”

“Well, where was I, then?”

“You were born in this house.”

“Where in this house?”

“Where? Why, upstairs, I suppose.”

“Are people always born upstairs?”’

“Usually.”

“Never born downstairs at all?
Didn’'t wvou ~ know anybody that
was born down-

“Oh, =top, Bobbs Go on amusing

your sister, Yo ve a genius for |

pure idiocy. your mother?"
Bobbert's face The baby tore
off a bit of her doll and swallowed it
T it was one of her swal-
lowing days—and began wetting her
finger and ving in a
e the figures on the Kat

wallpaper without one reprimand from |

her brother.

“'FPI'm a tree T want

Pu make it myself. "re all down |
4 to keep out. |

in the lib'r’; ¢
They've got a ladder in there, too. And

they Jaugh all the time. I have to|

&tay here with her! What's the good
©" callin’ it my tree if I can't help?

Aunt Helena says won't my eyes pop |

out when I se¢ 1 won't.”
("Hadn’t she be ep the doll to

i
play with and eat something else?”)
“I think I mis

go in! Here, stop
eating that, Baby! Let go! Somebody
fell off the ladder, too, and there I was
out in the hall! I don’'t believe they
bad the little back thing up that keeps
r

of a tree, anywa

(“Do-vou think she improves the walil

paper with that border? Perhaps the |

color comes off.”’)

baby's |

it from doubling up. *What's the good |

“Here, stop that! Don’t suck your
‘hand, Baby. Oh, goodness! I wish
Minna was here. I'm not a nurse. I
never made such a fuss when I was
little, T know. If I had a tree for
anybody I'd let them have the fun of
it. Wouldn't you?”

His audience looked uncertain. In
his heart he felt that his nephew was
 right, but prudence restrained him, and
he rose to go with a temporizing air.
“Well, you know, it's usnally done this
way,” he suggested. “It's supposed
10 be in the nature of a surprise. £ 4
you arranged the whole thing there
wouldn’t be anybody to surprise, would
there?”

Bobbert sniffed. “Oh, if you stay out
we could s'prise you, 1 s’pose,” he
said, somewhat cynically.

“But I've seen so many trees—"
The defense was very feeble, and he
knew it,

“Oh, all right,” said Bobbert testily,
jerking the baby away from the high
fender. “And th ¢ popping corn
over the fire in there; I heard it pop.
And Aunt Helena said that it was so
good sugared, and that fat one—the

one with the yellow mustarhe—sxid;
{ that he should think all that she ate |

would t

“How do you know what they said?”

“I heard.”

“How 7"

“] heard.”

“How did you hear?”

“Through the keyhole!™ Bobbert set
| his jaw and twisted a piece of the ba
| by's dress nervously.

“And since when have you adopted
that method of obtaining information,
Robertson 7

“] don’t care! I only did a moment!
{ I don't care if it is sneaky—I might
| just as well be sneaky if I'm not going
{ te Annapolis. If I do anything at all,
everybody says: ‘Oh, dear! I'm afraid
| you'll never be a lieutenant after all.
They never do so!’ And if I say I'm
{ going to be one, they say, ‘I wouldn’t
count on it, Bobbert,' till I'm just sick
and tired! Am I going to Annapolis?
Am I?
if I know that.™
My dear boy, how do T know? It
will depend on—on—on circumstances,”
he concluded weakly.

Bobbert stamped his foot. His uncle
slipped out of the room.

In the library the tree was towering
to completion. A gilt angel held ropes

downward; snowy, ribhon-bound pack-

dotted the ends. Aunts and uncles
mttered and laughed and quarreled
amicably, while Bobbert's father and
mother,  bubbling over with delight
and b ness and vague Christmas
good fee g, ran about holding the
same parcels, straightening the same
red candle, pulling at the same rope of
cranberries.

“Isn’t it grand, Frank? This is real- |

| Iy the best we've ever had. How are the
children? Do they suspect anything?”

“Nothing—nothing whatever,” he as-
sured her. *“Bobbert thinks the odor of

1 hemlock and popcorn is to be attributed

te the window boxes, and I have no
doubt that he supposes you're conduct-
ing a funeral down here. It’s so stil}
| and solemn,”

“Oh, Frank, how absurd! Well, I

i suppose he does begin to suspect—"*

I don’t care about the old tree |

of popcorn that straggled artistically |

ets dangled from the boughs; candles|

By Josephine Dc;dge Daskam.

“My dear sister, your penetration
does you credit. Bobbert is only 9, and
he has only seen this perfermance nine

{ times, so it would be odd if he should
!have any exact idea of what you are
! all doing, but he prebably has a dim—"
i “Now, Frank, you are tiresome. Of
course he knows, but how can he know
the size of it? He never saw one so
big. And we never had so many can-
dles—there are three boxes here. And
look at this. What do you think Uncle
Ritch has sent him?”

One of the aunts waved at him a set
of red, blue and vellow balls attached
by elastic cords to a brightly colored
stick,

“I suppose the dear old man thinks

outfit, Kate?
tiful French puzzle!
teresting.

It's awfully in-
I hope he’ll like it. More

candy? The idea! The child would |

{die!  Where's Father Robertson’s bird
book, dear? I shan't dare let him

Frank, there are 250 colored plates.
| Isn’t it beautiful?”

Bobbert’s uncle fell upen the book.
“By George!” he said, “but that's a
beauty! «ather wasted én Bobbert,
isn’t it? Doesn’'t know an ostrich from
a canary, does he?”

“Well, that's what Father Robertson
wants him to learn!” they eried in cho-
rus,

He nodded doubtfully. *“Pity he
jcan’t come in and help,” he suggested,
| “he’d enjoy this rumpus.”

They stared at him in consternation.

“Why, Francis Robertson, what are
{ you thinking of? Have Bobbert help
ton his own tree? Are you crazy?”

“I suppose it wouldn't do,” he admit-
ted, “but you see that's just what a
| little fellow likes——all the noise and fuss
and running -about and the—smelis,”
he added vaguely.

“The smells?” demanded Bobbert's
| mother.

“The hemlock and the candy and the
new smell of all the things,” he per-
sisted.

!

yvellow mustache, looking up from a
box of many-colored baubles with
which he and Aunt Helena were play-
ing in undisguised joy, ‘‘just what we
like!™

‘Precisely,” remarked Uncle Frank.
“Really,” said Aunt Kate, somewhat
stiffly, “if Bobbert and Babe should
help about the tree, I can't quite see
whom we'd caill in to see it this even-
i ing! What are we working so hard
i for—to please ourselves?"”

“Oh, no! great heavens, no!" cried
{ Uncle Frank,
{ DBobbert's father appeared with an
armful of steel rails and crosspieces.
| “What do you say to this, Robertson?”
yhe calied delightedly. “Jove! these are
;hi—.’l\'}'. Three switcheés to the thing,
{and you ought to see the engine!
{ There’'s a parlor car, a smoker and
{ two passengers. See the tender? Jove!
E.I call that pretty good. Ring the bell,
| Kate. Look at that piston rod, Frank!"
i They clustered about him excitedly.
| “Father sent it round just now.
Wouldn't tell what he paid for the
i:hing. You clamp it down to the car-
pet—right through it goes. There are

|

| forty-two feet of railing—how's that? |

! Four curves and three swiftches —regu-

“In short,” said the fat one with the |

atlnts,

Christopher

{ derful celerity.
{ fun in an age!

| ting it ready!”
| The fat one

eye.

chain, too!

till supper?

lar thing, you know. We'll put it right
through the library, across the hall and
loop it back in front of the comserva-
tory. What do you say?"

“Wen’'t he be delighted?” sighed the | tude with the other.

said Bobbert’s mother nervously.

“This is great!” Uncle Christopher

See, Frank, that beau- |eried, as the rails went down with won-
Half the fun’'s in get-

with

“Perhaps he’d rather——"
Bobbert's mother sheok her head at
right there,” she
s “if vou're going to sug-
gest that he should come down and |chewing the wrong
help! You don't seem to see my plan | Your shoe, all wet!
at all, Frank. I want this thing to be {say
perfect—I want it all to burst en him
at once. How can we"put it down in [and shook her head,
the evening when we're all dressed” |hands with Minna's
And there wouldn’'t be time, anyway. | pful, doch!
Oh, Chris, you didn’t get him that, too? | Scolded.
See that lovely dog coliar!

stop

spectable. Just

switeh | Peguiled.

“Well, she better.”

gy

And the
‘“Babe get ples’t!

will bring it to

“Not a—""

“What are they doing in the hall,
Bobbert demanded, abruptly, clutching

““What makes "em |
sScream that way? Why do they say
“Can we get it down before evening?” | ‘Down brakes?" Is it a game?
‘l Aunt Helena laughs and laughs that
“Well, I should say sol” The fat one | ¥2¥, she us'ally cries afterward.”
with the yellow mustache seized an
armful of rails and began to study the

Uncle Frank towed them back into
the nursery and led the conversation
joinings: Bobbert's father and Uncle | Storvward, but Bobbert was not to be
explained , the
workings eagerly to each other, and
Bobbert's mother flew about wonder-
ing how the rugs would stand it, and
picturing Bobbert’s joy as the train
Bobbert.is about two vears old! Where | puffed out from the base of the tree.
have you put that Japanese juggler’s |

“I'm tired of stories.
down stairs,” he yawned.
thing—if I get another old carpenter’'s
set, I'll sell it tomorrow for 5 cents.
hate ’em. All I want's a boat, anéd I
can’t have that. I don't see why I can't
g0 out, if it is snowing.
“Haven't had such do a single thing I want, anyway.”

“You are a little cross,” observed his
uncle, surveying him eritically,~ “but I
the mustache {@on’t know that I blame you.
| glanced up and caught Uncle Frank's j COming up soon.”
take it alone it's too exquisite. See, | Bobbert scowled
at the baby, who smiled sweetly back.

“You're bad,” he said shortly.

“Oh nien.” she smiled.

“Oh, ja,” he scowled. “You’re always |
What'll Minna

She serewed her face into wrinkles
wringing her

s ist abscheulich!™

“I don’t believe you'll get a present
Now Deon will look re- |at all,”” he continued.

step upstairs, won't
yen Frank, and keep Bob en that floor | p'est!”
Minna
bim up there. He’'ll see the rails, you |ed
see, if he comes down into the hall.
Helena, if you and Mr. Ferris eat any | earnestly.
miore of that broken candy, you'll cer-
tainly be sick. No, I don’t mean ill—
I mean plain sick.”

“Not a one! Not a one!”™ he persist-
f—[or eyes filled; she implored him
“P'ease, Babe get big p'es’t!”

“Etop teasing your sister,

“Do you mean to say you're not go- | Of course she’ll get a present.
ing to let that child out into the din- | not?”
ing room? He’'ll be so disgusted there'll
be no managing him.”

Bobbert's mother looked plaintive. “I
wish to heaven, Frank,” she said, “that
| you had some children of your own! “Day before yesterday night.
| Perhaps you wouldn't be so ridiculous | said she was going to be bad when
then. How on earth is it going to {she got up, and they kept at her to

hurt Bobbert, tonight of all nights, to | say she wouldn’t, and

“Because she swore.”

“What on earth do you mean?”
“I mean what I say.”

“When did she swear?”

>0

!Bobbert in a blue sailor suit.

: lushed and happy.

“Merry Christmas, Bobbert! Mer
| Christmas, Babe! How do you
it? 1Ism't it grand? See the angel? | is Robertson, jr.
See the popcern? Don't leok at the I stared.
floor yet! ¢No, it isn't time so soon.

Chris will start it.) Well, was it love-

ly. bless her little heart? Wunder- | he

schon, liebchen, nicht wahr?” !

Bobbert smiled perfunctorily at the
tree, blinked a little, leaped throug
the ring of bright-frocked relativ
and fell upon a red-faced, apclogeti
man standing with the group of de- |
lighted servants near the ;

“Hello, David!™” he cried.
you come back? Are you
stay? Did you know J o«

Will you tell me a story ton

David, whose only fauit was tco great
an attachment to the cup that cheered |
him too frequently, and who had
devoted to Bobbert, coughed
catingly and explained: “Only dr«
in for the tree, Mr. Bob,
havin’ agsked me in with t
a fine tree it is, I'm
mest o' them presents
Mr. Bob.™

David pre
public, but
Bobbert had
| mal.
| Aunt Kate, da
i had begun to det X
the lower boughs, and soon they w
piling up around him.

“Master Robertson Wheeler! Master
{ Robertson Wheeler—oh, Bobbert
that’'s g whopping fine
Dorothea Wheeler! 3i
susses kind? Mast
er! See what Uncle Rich sent
Bob! He forgot how vou had grov
| They re laughing, explain
thanking, eating, all at or .

“Adn the candy mother’ll kep tiil to-
morrow. Now, Bob, see! nder the
tree!”

The engine rattled proudly forth. The
uncles and aunts fell upon it.

“There! told you it wasn’
| enough! See, >
joins on. W
the rug? See, [ t, how t

Real switches! F

Suddenly Granc
i up from the bi
| sharing with U

tiptoed.
Unci

stay in the nursery a few hours, just | would. She can be the worst you ever
so that we may all teil for his own |saw.” {

| particular amusement?
| story or something.

»

time——'

| train and started it on what extent of
rail was already laid, to his own great
comfort and the disgust of Bobbert's
| father and the fat one with the mus- | as hard as she could.”
tache, who shrieked at him to ‘“‘stop it
off,” and nervously waved their hands

We'll barely have

Tell "him a

*“*She said:

at the engine as it hove down upon the | Damn!"
!unfinished “curve at the hearth rug, “Oh!™"

while Aunt Helena waved a red fiag
wildly and Aunt Kate begzan ta pass !well siapped, too. She must never say
|around a hat for a purse for “the |it again, must you, Baby?”
| brave giri who risked her life so gal-
lantly to save the train.”

He left them with a chugkie, and be-
| gan to mount the stairs two steps at a
time, just saving himeself from falling
upon a huddled group

| light.

The baby laughed

o >
r e e

“Worse ever saw!” echoed the baby.

“And all day they were afraid she
could be, and she wasn’t,

A burst of laughter interrupted her. | wasn't, and she wasn’t.
Uncle Christopher had wound up the | went to bed. And she said her prayers |
—that one she says, ‘Herr Jesus, mild |
und—something—Du'—and
just looked up at the ceiling and swore |

‘“What in the — time did she say?”

‘O, Lord! Good heavens! |

“Anrd she got her little hands mighty |

was no telling what more she knew.
At exactly half-past 6 the
doors flew open with a bang, the piano |
struck up a brilliant march and Min-
?t the top of the | na escorted her charges pompously |
- down the stairs, the baby

Wheeler.
ugh the

! k that swite

| Kate work the s

Bobbert watched

forward to the t
work

catchy at fi

ertson,

with the Japanes

delight of the ser 8
and Mr. Ferris pl yith the e

explaining its me n to the v
| dering grandfathers. i

| er marveled at the 1

puzzle. Bobbert's mott

{ guarding the candy, la

baby whe, harnessed

ilar, pranced along be

waving the colored balls in the
| Around the gleaming tree stood a | woolly lamb under her free arm.
the baby’'s skirts with one hand and iring of aunts, uncles and grandparents, | merry moments

rl
supporting himself in a peering atti-
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EXTRA HOLIDAY INDUCEMENTS

We place on Sale in Our Cloak and Suit Depart-
ment Everything in Ladies’, Misses and Children’s
Coats,Capes, Jackets, Suits, Skirts,Wrappers,
Dressing Sacques, Furs, Shirt Waists, Etc.

For The Next Three Days
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